Preceptive, 
Moral and Sentimental Pieces. 
Uerse. - 


Golden Verses of Pythagoras by 
&c. Ken SIRE 


x 
Manchester, 
Printed at the Office of G. Nicholson, No. g, Spring- gardens. 
Sold by T. Knott, No. g, Spring-gardens z 
ard Champante & Whitrow, Jewry-street, London. 


2 
Nun 


Anno 1797. 


4 
+ 
$ 
« 
. 
— — —ðö3—j&sn— — — „ — — -— - — — 
1 — — —— —— ro _———_—_— RR 
K ˙ ln 
1 be 4 uy uy >] -— U iS = Li ” bed _ * - 8. , k 
* r ry _ . 4 Ll IR 1 2 £ bo 1 
9 111 — 1 A 5 t = 1 il 1 5 8 & _ re os 3 
n _ 


Translated from the Greek. 


irst to the gods thy humble homage pay; 

e greatest this, and first of laws obey: 

rform thy vows, observe thy plighted troth, 

nd let religion bind thee to thy oath. 

Ine heroes next demand thy just regard, 
enown'd on earth, and to the stars preferr'd, 


Fo light and endless life their virtue's sure reward. 


Pue rites perform and honours to the dead, 
To ev'ry wise, to ev'ry pious shade. 

Nich lowly duty to thy parents bow, 

Ind grace and favour to thy kindred show: 
or what concerns the rest of human kind, 
huse out the man to virtue best inclin'd ; 


Possess'd of such a friend, preserve him still; 
(or thwart his counsels with thy stubborn will; 
liant to all his admonitions prove, 
nd yield to all his offices of love: 
im, from thy heart, so true, so justly dear, 
et no rash word nor light offences tear. 
gear all thou canst, still with his failings strive, 
And to the utmost still, and still forgive; 

or strong necessity alone explores, 

he secret vigour of our latent pow'rs, 
Rouzes and urges on the lazy heart, 

orce, to itself unknown before, t' exert, 
By use thy stronger appetites assuage, 
Thy gluttony, thy sloth, thy lust, thy rage: 
rom each dishonest act of shame forbear; 
Of others, and thyself, alike beware. 
et rev'rence of thyself thy thoughts controul, 
And guard the sacred temple of thy soul. 
Let justice o'er thy word and deed preside, 


im to thy arms receive, him to thy bosom bind. 
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And reason ev'n thy meanest actions guide: 

For know that leak is man's appointed doom, 

Know that the day of great account will come, 

When thy past life shall strictly be survey'd, 

Each word, each deed be in the balance laid, 

And all the good and all the ill most justly be repaid. ) Þ 

| For wealth, the perishing, uncertain good, N 

| Ebbing and flowing like the fickle flood, 

| That knows no sure, no fix*'d abiding place, 

| But wand'ring loves from hand to hand to pass ; 

| Revolve the getter's joy and looser's pain, 

| | And think if it be worth thy while to gain, 

Of all those sorrows that attend mankind, 

With patience bear the lot to thee assign'd ; 

Nor think it chance, nor murmur at the load ; 

For know, what man calls Fortune is from God. 

In what thou may'st from wisdom seek relief, 

And let her healing hand assuage thy grief; 

Yet still whate'er the righteous doom ordains, 

What cause soever multiplies thy pains, 

Let not those pains as ills be understood, 

| For God delights not to afflict the good. 

The reas'ning art to various ends applied, 

| Is oft a sure, but oft an erring guide. 

Thy judgment therefore sound and cool preserve, 

Nor lightly from thy resolution swerve; 

The dazzling pomp of words does oft deceive, 

And sweet persuasion wins the easy to believe. 

| When fools and liars labour to persuade, 

l Be dumb, and let the babblers vainly plead. 

: This above all, this precept chiefly learn, 

This nearly does, and first thyself concern ; 

Let not example, let no soothing tongue, 
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Prevail upon thee with a Syren's song, 

To do thy soul's immortal essence wrong. 

Of good and ill by words or deeds exprest, 

Chuse for thyself, and always chuse the best. 
Let wary thought each enterprize forerun, 

And ponder on thy task before begun, 
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est folly should the wretched work deface, 
And mock thy fruitless labours with disgrace. 
'ools huddle on and always are in haste, 
5 Act without thought, and thoughtless words they 
But thou in all thou dost, with early cares [ waste. 
ud Strive to prevent at first a fate like — 
That sorrow on the end may never wait, 
ſor sharp repentance make thee wise too late. 
Beware thy meddling hand in ought to try 
; hat does beyond thy reach of knowledge lie; 
But seek to know, and bend thy serious thought 
To search the profitable knowledge out. 
o Joys on joys for ever shall encrease, 
Visdom shall crown thy labours, and shall bless 5 
Thy life with pleasure, and thy end with peace. 
3 Nor let the body want its part, but share 
\ just proportion of thy tender care : 
or health and welfare prudently provide, 
And let its lawful wants be all supply'd. 
et sober draughts refresh, and wholesome fare 6 
Decaying Nature's wasted force repair; 
And sprightly exercise the duller spirits chear. 
n all things still which to this care belong, 
Dbserve this rule, to guard thy soul from wrong. 
ve, By virtuous use thy life and manners frame, 
lanly and simply pure, and fee from blame. 
Provoke not envy's deadly rage, but flv 
The glancing curse of her malicious eye. 
Seek not in needless luxury to waste 
Thy wealth and substance with aspendthrift's haste; 
Vet flying these, be watchful, lest thy mind, 
rone to extremes, an equal danger find, 
And be to sordid avarice inclin'd, 
istant alike from each, to neither lean, 
dut ever Keep the happy GOLDEN MEAN. 
Be careful still to guard thy soul from wrong, 
\nd let thy thought prevent thy hand and tongue, 
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Let not the stealing god of sleep surprise, 

Nor creep. in slumbers on thy weary eyes, 

E'er ev'ry action of the former day 

Strictly thou dost and righteously survey. 

With rev'rence at thy own tribunal stand, 

And answer justly to thy own demand. 

Where have I been? In what have I transgress'd ? 

What good or ill has this day's life express'd ? 

Where have 1 fail'd in what I ought to do? 

In what to God, to man, or to myself I owe ? 

Inquire severe whate'er from first to last, 

From morning's dawn till ev'ning's gloom has past. 

If evil were thy deeds, repenting mourn, 

And tet thy soul with strong remorse be torn. 

If good, the good with peace of mind repay, 

And to thy secret self with pleasure say, 

Rejoice, my heart, for all went well to-day. | 
These thoughts, and chiefly these, thy mind should 

move, | 

Employ thy study, and engage thy love. 

These are the rules which will to virtue lead, 

And teach thy feet her heav'nly paths to tread. 

This by his name I swear, Whose sacred lore 

First to mankind explain'd the mystic rouR, 

Source of eternal nature and Almighty pow'r. 
In all thou dost first let thy prayers ascend, 

And to the gods thy labours first commend : 

From them implore success, and hope a prosp'rous 

end. 

So shall thy abler mind be taught to soar, 

And wisdom in her secret ways explore; 

To range through heav'n above and earth below, 

Immortal gods and mortal men to know. 

So shalt thou learn what pow'r does all contfoul, 

What bounds the parts, and what unites the whole ; 

And rightly judge in all this wondrous frame, 

How universal Nature is the same: 

So shalt thou ne'er thy vain affections place 

On hopes of what shall never come to pass 
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Man, wretched man, thou shalt be taught to know, 
ho bears within himself the inborn cause of woe. 
Inhappy race! that never yet could tell 
low near their good and happiness they dwell. 
depriv'd of sense, they neither hear nor see; 
etter'd in vice, they seek not to be free, 
ut stupid to their own sad fate agree: 
ike pond'rous rolling stones, oppress'd with ill, 
he weight that loads them makes them roll on 
still, 

ereft of choice and freedom of the will; 

or native strife in ev'ry bosom reigns, 

nd secretly an impious war maintains: 

rovoke not THx1s, but let the combat cease, 
\nd ev'ry yielding passion sue for peace. 

Wouldst thou, great Jove, thou father of mankind, 
eveal the Demon for that task assign'd, 

he wretched race an end of woes would find. 


And yet be bold, O man! divine thou art, 
And of the gods celestial essence part. 


(or sacred Nature is from thee conceal'd, 


ut to thy race her mystic rules reveal'd. 


hese if to Know thou happily attain, 
oon shalt thou perfect be in all that I ordain. 
hy wounded soul to health thou shalt restore, 
nd free from ev'ry pain he felt before. 
Abstain, I Warn, flom meats unclean and foul, 
o keep thy body pure, so free thy soul; 
o rightly judge; thy reason so maintain; 
easoN Which heav'n did for thy guide ordain, 
et that best reason ever hold the rein. 
Then if this mortal body thou forsake, 
ind thy glad flight to the pure æther take, 
Among the gods exalted shalt thou shine, 
mmortal, incorruptible, divine: 
he tyrant Death securely shalt thou brave, 
nd scorn the dark dominion of the grave | 
Nicholas Rowe. 
— 
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In this vain busy world where the good and the ga 
By affliction or folly, wing moments away; 

Where the false are respected, the virtuous betray'd, 
Where viee lives in sunshine and genius in shade! 
With a soul-sicken'd sadness all changes I see; 

For the world, the base world, has no pleasure for me! 


In cities where wealth loads the coffers of pride, 
Where talents and sorrow are ever allied; 

Where dullness is worsbipp'd, and wisdom despis'd ; 
Where none but the empty and vicious are priz'd ; 
All scenes with disgust and abhorrence I see; 

For the world has no corner of comfort for me! 


While pale asiatics, encircled with gold, 

The sons of meek virtue, indignant, behold ; 

While the tythe-pamper'd churchman reviles at the 
poor, 

As the lorn, sinking traveller faints at his door ; 

While custom dares sanction oppression's decree— 

Oh keep such hard bosoms, such monsters from me! 


While the flame of a patriot expires in the breast, 
With ribbands and tinsel, and frippery drest ; 
While pride mocks the children of want and despair, 
Gives a snear for eachsigh, and a smile for each pray'r; 
Tho? he triumph his day, a short day it must be :— 
Heav'n keep such cold tyrants, O, keepthem from me! 


While the lawyer still lives by the anguish of hearts, 

While he wrings the wrong'd bosom, and thrives as 
it SMarts ; 

While he grasps the fair guinea from poverty's heir, 

While he revels in splendor which rose from despair; 

While the tricks of his office our scourges must be, 

Oh keep the shrewd knave and his quibbles from me! 


NSON, 
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'hile the court breeds the sycophant, train'd to en- 


snare ; 

'hile the prisons re-echo the groans of despair 

hile the state deals out taxes, the army dismay ; 
hile the rich areupheld, and the poor doom'd to pay, 
lumanity saddens with pity, to see 

he scale of injustice; and trembles—like me! 


'hile patriots are slander'd, and verighlaves rise; 
hile Pow'r grows a giant, and Liberty dies; 

'hile a phantom of virtue o'er energy reigns, 
\nd the broad wing of Freedom is loaded with chains; 
'hile war spreads its thunder o'erland and o'er sea, 


Mh! who can but listen, and murmur—like me? 


hile the bosom which loves, and confesses its flame, 
zy the high-titled female is branded with shame; 
Vhile a coronet hides what the humble despise, 
And the lowly must fall, that the haughty may rise; 
D! who can the triumphs of Infamy see, 
lor shrink from the reptiles, and shudder—like me? 


Ah, World, thou vile World, how I sicken to trace 
The anguish that hourly augments for thy race! 
ow I turn from the worst, while I honour the best; 
The enlighten'd adore, and the venal detest ! 
\nd, O, with what joy to the grave would I flee— 
Since the World, the base World, Has NO PLEASURE 
FOR ME. Mrs. Robinson. 
— 


THE NATURAL SON, 
by the Rev. J. Bidlake. 


hildren of Plenty! who the cheering rays 
Of liberal Fortune's golden sunshine share, 
Vhile love parental crowns your cloud less days, 
Meets every wish, prevents each rising care; 


\h! do not spurn misfortune's outcast child, 
Who knows no shelter, finds no friendly door; 
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A snow: drop, shatter'd in the dreary wild, 
Nipt by the storm, with rain besprinkled o'er. 


On me no father beads his partial eyes, 

No mother in her fost'riug arms protects 
My daily wants no tenderness supplics, 

My doubtful steps no precept now directs, 


Can they deserve the parent's sacred name, 
Untrue to nature, and than brute less kind; 
Who dare to riot in a guilty flame, 
Nor own the feelings of parental mind? 


Beat not e'en savage breasts with pious love, 
Do those forget a parent's tender care? 

E' en brutal inst inct soft affections prove, 
The sweet sensat ions even reptiles share. 


Yet polish'd life, unblushing, dares disown 
The first, the dearest feelings of the soul; 
Falsely refin'd, and boldly shameless grown, 
Spurns at all law, defies all soft controul. 


Condemn'd to pine, forsook by fickle love, 
Of sacred honour stripp'd, of conscious pride; 
Condemn'd Ingratitude's sharp stings to prove, 
Of broken heart, alas! my mother died. 


In vain, tis said, I stretch'd my infant arms, 

That ask'd to meet her fond, her warm embrace; 
In vain the dawning blush of orient charms ; 

Sat smiling in the roses of my face. 


Ah! touch'd by death, beneath his icy pow'r, 

No answ'ring smiles, no look, could she repay; 
So, nipt by vernal frosts, a transient flow'r 

Hangs o'er the infant bud, and fades away. 


On the wide world cast forth, forlorn, unknown, 
No friendship bleeds, no kindred breast, for me; 
No ties of dear relationship I own, 


The wand'ring child of casual Charity. 
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nst thou, who gave me birth, canst thou maintain, 
In ostentatious pomp, yon menial crowd ? 
could the refuse 82 wanton train, 


To feed these famish'd lips but be allow'd ! 


ere, proudly tow'ring o'er the subject land, 
By costly art bedeck'd, and lavish taste, 
thold my fether's sumptuous mansion stand, 
The seat of riot and licentious waste. 


golden goblets laughs the luscious wine, 
High viands sick'ning appetite invite; 
n silken beds their lux'ry sinks supine, 

And wantonness and cost their pow'rs unite, 


ake, 


ach faithless friend the ready gate receives, 
The cup of water cold where I implore; 
y amish'd appetite no scrap relieves, | 
To me, and Want, alone is clos'd the door, 


puld I but lay this poor dejected head 

Where e'en the fav'rite brute may shelter'd feed; 
puld I but find the straw my humble bed, 

Half as the hound belov'd, or pamper'd steed. 


t he, with raptur'd eye, can fondly view 
, The offspring branch of wedded Avarice; 
nd is to me, alas! no pity due? 


Thus, guiltless, must I pay the tax of vice? 


as bounteous Nature been to me less kind ? 
Less nicely bade my forming features grow ? 
ith true affections less supplied my mind ? 
What stain has God affixed on this brow ? 
ay; o little bird that shelters in a tree, 

No beast that to the secret covert hies, 

t clearly proves kind Heaven's vast charity, 
n, And bids me hope for Mercy's large supplies 


is said this face is cast in equal mould, 
Where of the heart the pure sensations play; 
dr oft, too oft, of beauty I am told, 
By those who wish that beauty to betray. 


ace; 
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Hear then, ye sons of pleasure! hear my tale, 

Who gaily wanton in variety; 2 
And think, like me, how, pierc'd by every gale, . 
Your offspring asks the mite of Charity. NJ. 


* 4 
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THE EVENING WALK. 


How sweet the calm of this sequester'd shore, 
Where ebbing waters musically roll ; 

And solitude and silent eve restore 
The philosophic temper of the soul! 


The sighing gale whose murmurs lull to rest 
The busy tumult of declining day, 

To sympathetic quiet soothes the breast, 
And every wild emotion dies away. 


Farewell the objects of diurnal care, 
Vour task be ended with the setting sun: 
Let all be undisturb'd vacation here, 
While o'er yon wave ascends the peaceful moor 


What beauteous visions o'er the soften'd heart, 
In this still moment all their charms diffuse, 


Serener joys, and brighter hopes impart, \ 
And cheer the soul with: more than mortal view 

Here faithful mem'ry wakens all her pow'rs, Y 
She bids her fair ideal forms ascend, 

And quick to ev'ry gladden'd thought restores V 
The social virtue, and the absent friend. u 

Come, Lusidora, come, and with me share 
The sober pleasures of this solemn scene; 

While no rude tempest clouds the ruffled air, Te 
But all, like thee, is smiling and serene. 

Come, while the cool, the solitary hours, 1 


Each foolish care and giddy wish controul, 


1 RETIREMENT. 11 
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ith all thy soft persuasion's wonted pow'rs, 
geyond the stars transport my list'ning soul. 


when the earth detain'd by empty show, 

ry voice has taught the teller how to rise; 
9 * her to look with scorn on things below, 

And seek her better portion in the skies. 


me, and the sacred eloquence repeat; 

The world shall vanish at its gentle sound, 

ngelic forms shall visit this retreat, 

And op'ning heav'n diffuse its glories round. 
Mrs. Carter. 
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When in the crimson cloud of Even, 
The lingering light decays, 

And Hesper on the front of heaven 
His glittering gem displays; 

Deep in the silent vale, unseen, 

Jo! Beside a lulling stream, 

A pensive youth, of placid mein, 

Indulg'd this tender theme. 


Ye cliffs in hoary grandeur pil'd 
eu High o'er the glimmering dale; 

Ye woods, along whose windings wild 
Murmurs the solemn gale; 

Where Melancholy strays forlorn, 
And woe retires to weep, 

What time the wan moon's yellow horn, 
Gleams on the western deep : 


To you, 2 wastes, whose artless charms 
Ne'er drew Ambition's eye, 
'Scap'd a tumultuous world's alarms, 
To your retreats I fly. 
B 


> 
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Deep in your most sequester'd bow'r 
Let me at last recline, 
Where Solitude, mild, modest pow'r, 
Leans on her ivy'd shrine. 


How shall I woo thee, matchless Fair! 
Thy heavenly smile how win! 
Thy smile, that smooths the brow of Care, 
And stills the storm within. 
O wilt thou to thy fav'rite grove 
Thine ardent votary bring, 
And bless his hours, and bid them move | 
Serene, on silent wing! 


Oft let remembrance soothe his mind 
With dreams of former days, 

When in the lap of Peace reclin'd, 
He fram'd his infant lays ; 

When Fancy rov'd et large, nor Care 
Nor cold Distrust alarm'd, 

Nor Envy with malignant glare 
His simple youth had harm'd. 


T was then, O Solitude! to thee 
His early vows were paid, 
From heart sincere, and warm, and free, 
Devoted to the shade. 
Ah why did Fate his steps decoy 
In stormy paths to roam, 
Remote from all congenial joy !— 
O take the wanderer home. 


Thy shades, thy silence, now be mine, 


Thy charms my only theme; ed, 
My haunt the hollow cliff, whose pine 8 
Waves o'er the gloomy stream, 
Whence the scar'd owl on piuions grey Ades. 
Breaks from the rustling boughs, heds 
And down the lone vale sails away d lay 


To more profound repose. To de 


THE POWER OP FANCY. 
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O, while to thee the woodland pours 
Its wildly warbling song, 

And balmy from the bank of flow'rs 
The 2 breathes along; 

Let no rude sound invade from far, 
No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandeur's gilded car, 
Flash on the startled eye, 


But if some pilgrim through the glade 
Thy hallow'd bow'rs explore, 

O guard from harm his hoary head, 
And listen to his lore; 

For he of joys divine shall tell 
That wean from earthly woe, 

And triumph o'er the mighty spell 
That chains this heart below. 


For me no more the path invites, 
Ambition loves to tread ; 
No more I climb those toilsome heights 
By guileful Hope misled ; 
Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth's enliv'ning strain; 
For present pleasure $00n is o'er, 
And all the past is vain. Beattie. 
— 


THE POWER OF FANCY. 


weet pliability of man's spirit! that can at once gurtender it- 
to illusions which cheat expectation and sorrow of their weary 
ments, Sterne, 


adess of golden dreams! Whose magic pow'r 
dneds smiles of joy o'er misery's haggard face, 
id lavish strews the visionary flow'r 

To deck life's dreary paths with trans ient grace. 
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I woo thee, Fancy, from thy fairy cell, 
Where midst the endless woes of human kind, 
Wrapt in ideal bliss thou lov'dst to dwell, 
And sport in happier regions unconfin'd. 


Deep sunk, O Goddess! in thy pleasing trance, 
Oft let me seek yon low sequester'd vale, 

While wisdom's self shall steal a side-long glance, 
And smile contempt—but listen to thy tale. 


Alas! how little do her votaries guess 

Those rigid rules which learned fools revere, 
Serve but to prove O bane to happiness! 

Our joys delusive, but our woes sincere. 


Be theirs to search where clustering roses grow, 
Touching each sharp thorn's point, to prove how 

Be mine to trace their beauties as they blow, [Keen f ; 
And catch their fragrance where they blush unseen, 


Haply my path may lie thro' barren vales, D 
Where niggard fortune all her sweets denies ; 
Even there shall Fancy scent the ambient gales, O 
And scatter flow'rets of a thousand dies. | 
Nor let the worldling scoff: be his the task Ar 
To form deep schemes—and mourn his hopes be 
Be mine to range unseen, 't is all I ask, [tray'l Wi 
And frame new worlds beneath the silent shade; 0 
To look beyond the views of wealth and pride, O, | 
Bidding the mind's eye”? range without contro H 
Thro' wild, extatic, day-dreams, far and wide, Long 
To bring returns of comfort to the soul. H: 
To bid groves, hills, and lucid streams appear, For a 
The gilded spire, arch'd dome, and fretted vau Si! 
And sweet society be ever near, And 
Love ever young, and friends without a fault. She 
I sce, entranc'd, the gay conceptions rise, O co 
My harvests ripen, and my white flocks thrive; Dr 
And still as Fancy pours her large supplies, Bear 1 


I taste the god-like happiness to give. 


THE POWER OF FANCY. 
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To check the patient widow's deep-fetch'd sighs, 


And sheild her infant from the north blast rude; 


To bid the sweetly glistening tear arise, 
Which swims in the glad eye of gratitude: 


To join the artless maid and honest swain, 
Where fortune bars the way to joy; 
To ease the tender mother's anxious pain, 


And guard, with fostering hand, her darling boy: 


To raise up modest merit from the ground, 
And send th' unhappy smiling from my door; 
To spread content and cheerfulness around, 


And banquet on the blessings of the poor. 


Delicious dream! how oft beneath thy pow'r, 
Thus lightening the sad load of others“ woe, 
Isteal from rigid fate one happy hour, 
Nor feel I want the pity I 4d Ang 


Delicious dream ! how often dost thou give 

A gleam of bliss which truth would but destroy ; 
Oft dost thou bid my drooping heart revive ; 

And catch one cheerful glimpse of transient joy. 


And O how precious is that timely friend, 
Who checks affliction in her dread career! 

Who knows distress, well knows that he may lend 
One hour of lite, who stops one rising tear. 


O, but for thee, long since the hand of care 


Had mark'd, with livid pale, my furrow'd cheek ; 


Long since the shiv'ring grasp of cold despair 
Had chill'd my heart and taught it how to break. 


For ah! affliction steals with trackless flight; 
Silent the stroke she gives, but not less keen; 

And bleak ome, like an eastern blight, 
Sheds black destruction, tho? it flies unseen. 


) come then, Fancy, and with lenient hand, 
Dry my moist cheek, and smooth my furrow'd 
Bear me o'er smiling tracks of fairy land, 
And give me more than fortune can bestow ! 


BY 


[ brow ; 
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Mix'd are her boons, and chequer'd all with ill; 
Her smiles the sunshine of an April morn; 
The cheerless valley skirts the gilded hill, 
And latent storms in ev'ry gale are borne. 


Give me thy hope, which sickens not the heart ; 
Give me thy wealth, which has no wings to fly; 
Give me the pride thy honours can impart ; 
Thy friendship give me, warm in poverty. 


Give me a wish the worldling may deride, 
The wi$e may censure, and the proud may hate; 
Wrapt in thy dreams to lay the world aside, 
And snatch a bliss beyond the power of fate. 
Placid Man. 


LLAMA A 


THE HERMIT. 


A hermit there was and he liv'd in a grot, 

And the way to be happy, they said, he had got; 
As I wanted to learn it I went to his cell 

And when I came there, the old hermit said, “ well, 


&« It is being, and doing, and poten þ that make 


And to have a good heart, is THE WAY TOBE BLEST: 
COA a LMS 
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A CHARACTER, 


Illam quicquid agit, quoquo vestigia flectit, 
Componit furtim, subsequiturque decor. Tibul. 


Of gentle manners, and of taste refin'd, 
With all the graces of a polish'd mind ; 
Clear sense and truth till shone in all she spoke, 
And from her lips no idle sentence broke. 
Each nicer elegance of art she knew; 
Correctly fair, and regularly true. 
Her ready fingers plied with equal skill 
The pencil's task, the needle, or the quill; 
So pois'd her feelings, so compos'd her soul, 
So subject all to reason's calm controul, 
One only passion, strong and unconfin'd, 
Disturb'd the balance of her even mind : 
One passion rul'd despotic in her breast, 
In every word, and look, and thought confest: 
But that was love, and love delights to bless 
The generous transports of a fond excess. 
Anna Letitia Barbauld. 
— 


STANZ As 


by the late Alexander Thistlethwayte, Esg. 


occasioned by his meeting a man loaded with sacks, and an oak 
bough in his hat, on the 29th of May (Charles the second's resto- 
tation.) 


Poor fellow ! what hast thou to do 
With king or restoration? 

'T will make no difference with you, 
Whoever rules the nation. 


Still must thy neck support the load, 
Still earn thy bread with toil; 
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Still must thou pace the self-same road; 
And great ones share the spoil. 


The ass may carry brooms or men, 
ust at his master's will; 
And let them change and change again, 
His lot 's a burden still. 


Still Ministers will tyrannize, 
And Courtiers still be knaves: 

Walpoles on Walpoles shall arise, 
And keep thy grandsons slaves. 


Still Governments have been the same, 
The same shall ever be: 

Ev'n Kings are nothing but a name, 
And so is Liberty. 


I — — 


* 
A RECEIPT FOR HAPPINESS. 


Traverse the world; go fly from pole to pole, 
Go far as winds can blow or waters roll, 

All, all is vanity, beneath the sun, 

To certain death thro' different paths we run. 
See the pale miser poring o'er his gold ; 

See there a gally slave to misery sold! 
Ambition's vot'ries groan beneath its weight, 
The splendid victim of the toils of state. 

Lo! in the mantling bowl sweet poisons flow, 
Love's softest pleasures terminate in woe; Up 
Even learning ends her vast career in doubt, Wh 
And puzzling on makes nothing clearly out ; 

Where then is sov'reign bliss ? where doth it grow? The 
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Know, mortal ! happiness ne'er dwelt below. Out, 

Look towards heaven, be heaven thy only cage ; 

Spurn the vile earth—go seek thy treasure there; Fro: 

A virtuous course, and heaven alone, you 'I find, | 

Can fill a boundless and immortal mind ! And 
Universal Mag. t 


ES I ISS 


* . 


INGREDIENTS OF CONTENTMENT. 


Seek ye to know what keeps the mind, 

In every scene of life resign'd ? 

These are the things :—a little wealth; 

A little business, just for health; 

A small neat house, two stories high; 

With one spare bed, in which a friend may lie; 

A friend to whom one may impart 

The inmost secrets of the heart. 

At morning store of cream and tea, 

(Either imperial or bohea;) 

At noon one dish, well dress'd, but plain, 

With fresh cold water, linen clean ; 

At leisure hours a book or song, 

To cheer the grave, or please the young ; 

At night, a sober glass—then bed, 

There ease the troubles of the head, 

And banish cares, to spleen give vent j— 

These make the balm we call Content. 
2 PISS 


- THE SUMMER'S DA. 


Up the kylls scuds the mist, from the vales see it rise, 
While sol, silver-streaming, greets the earth from the 
skies; 
„The dew- drop hangstrembling, and ting'd with its ray, 
" Outglitters the diamond: - while the lark with his lay, 
Warbling, welcomes the morn. 


From the brown hawthorn hedge, from the primrose's 
field, | 
And the true twisting woodbine; feel! what odours 
ag they yield ! 
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Hark! the plowman now whistles, as cheerful he goes, 
And, viewing past labour, see how his cheek glows 

| At the green bladed corn, 


Now the sun, south advancing, extends the gay scene, 
And hills behind hills, distant vales dart between; 
The drove in the brook court the current's cold breeze, 
While the oak-shaded herdsman lies stretch'd at his 
ease 
: Blest with health labour sends. 


When abated the heat, through the meads back they 
st ray, 
And lowing, milk-laden, bend homeward their way; 
List! the blackbird's still notes gives the stillness a 
Zest, 
While ruddy, the sun sinks, gold-spangled, to rest: 
Thus the summer's day ends. 


Just so life, like the light, thro' a mist breaks its way; 
Our childhood 's the — and our youth will not 
Stay ; 
We chine but a moment, then downward we rung 
And the best end it makes is to set like the sun 
On a fine summer's day. 
—— NE 


THE WINTER'S DAY, 


When raging storms deform the air, 
And clouds of snow descend ; 

And the wide landscape bright and fair, 
No deepen'd colours blend. 


When biting frost rides on the wind, 
Bleak from the north and east, 

And wealth is at its ease reclin'd, 
Prepar'd to laugh and feast. 


When the poor trav'ller treads the plain, 
All dubious of his way, 


TO A FRoe, 


„, * too 


And crawls with night-encre 


as ing pain 
nd dreads the Parting day. - 
When Poverty in v; 


, 
the Pigmy fire 
And fears it will not last, ; 


my gazing eye 
And Palpitate with fear? © * 
Indulge a Passing traveller”; Sight, 
And leap not on in vain affright ; 
No cruel foe is here. 
J would but Pause a while, 


Thy dappled coat of 
Thy rapid boun 
And se | 


h, would I 
fe. 
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Ah! let him not, whose wanton skill 
Delights the mangled frog to kill, 
The wreath of praise attain! 
Philosophy abhors the heart 
That prostitutes her sacred art, 
To give one being pain. 


Monthly Mag. 
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THE COT, 


Fierce when the rattling tempest pours, 
And hurls destructive fury round, 
Within my lowly cottage doors 
A calm is found. 


Its humble walls securely stand, 
Nor whirlwinds rage, nor light'nings dread ; 
Whilst lofty towers, hugely grand, 
Bow down the head. 


Thus baleful are the storms of life, 
When passions force resistless way ; 
Ambition, envy, hate, and strife 
By turns hold sway. 


Such dangers eminence endures ; * 
Such, vicious greatness, is thy lot; 
Whilst virtue happiness secures 
In my low cot. 
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Universal Mag. 
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MAN WAS MADE TO MOURN. 


When chill November's surly blast 
Made fields and forests bare, 

One ev'ning, as I wander'd forth 
Along the banks of Ayr, 

I spy'd a man whose aged step 
Seem'd weary, worn with care; 

His face was furrow'd o'er with years, 
And hoary was his hair. 


Young stranger, whither wand'rest thou? 
Began the rev'rend sage; 

Does thirst of wealth thy step constrain, 
Or youthful pleasure's rage ? 

Or haply, prest with cares and woes, 
Too soon thou hast began 

To wander forth, with me to mourn 
The miseries of man. | 


The sun that overhangs yon moors, 
Outspreading far and wide, 

Where . labour to support 
A haughty lordling's pride; 

I've seen yon weary winter sun 
Twice forty times return; 

And ev'ry time has added proofs, 
That man was made to mourn. 


O Man! while in thy early years, 
How prodigal of time ! 
Mipending all thy precious hours, 
Thy glorious youthful prime! 
Alternate follies take the sway ; 
Licentious passions burn; 
Which tenfold force gives Nature's law, 


That man was made to mourn. 
c 
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Look not alone on youthful prime, 
Or manhood's active might ; 
Man then is useful to his kind, 
Supported is his * : 
But see him on the edge of life, 
With cares and sorrows worn; 
Then age and want, oh! ill-match'd pair! 
Shew man was made to mourn. 


A few seem favourites of fate, 
In pleasure's lap carest; 

Vet, think not all the rich and great 
Are likewise truly blest. 

But, oh! what crowds in ev'ry land, 
All wretched and forlorn, 

Through weary life this lesson learn, 
That man was made to mourn, 


Many and sharp the num'rous ills 
Inwoven with our frame ! 

More pointed still we make ourselves, 
Regret, remorse, and shame 

And man, whose heav'n-erected face, 

The smiles of love adorn, 
Man's inhumanity to man 

Makes countless thousands mourn! 


See yonder poor, o'erlabour'd wight, 
So abject, mean, and vile, 

Who begs a brother of the earth 
To give him leave to toil; 

And see his lordly fellow-worm 
The poor petition spurn, 

Unmindful, though a weeping wife 
And helpless offspring mourn. 

If I'm design'd yon lordling's slave, 

By nature's law design'd, 

Why was an independent wish 
Eber planted in my mind ? 


o make 


iS partial 
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Which cruel man to man imparts, 
Goading their brethren's feeling hearts. 
Oh! can I then this sweet partake, 
Obtain'd by wars that tyrants make ? 
No, I abhor the luscious food, 
Purchas'd by many a brother's blood ! 
III wage with habit virtuous strife, 
To save a fellow-creature's life; 
And bless the day I scorn'd the food 
Produc'd by torments, groans, and blood. 
WFP IFRS 


THE DRUM. 


I hate the drum's discordant sound, 
Parading round, and round, and round ; 
To thoughtless youth it pleasure yields 
And lures from cities and from fields, 
To sell their liberty for charms 

Of tawdry lace oe glitt'ring arms; 
And when ambitious voice commands, 
To march, and fight, and fall, in foreign lands. 


I hate that drum's discordant sound, 

Parading round, and round, and round ; 

To me it talks of ravag'd plains, 

Of burning towns, and ruin'd swains, 

Of mangled limbs, and dying groans, 

Of widows! tears, and orphans' moans 

And all that mis'ry's hand bestows, 

To fill the catalogue of human woes. | 

Scott. 
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THE HERMIT A 
In life's fair 


o sad an lonely Pass d the 
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Joyless year; 
from the world he ran, 

Ire extreme the face of man . 
Humbly he rear'd his hut within 


ermit his Vest, a hermit's Was his food. 


our after ho 


TOP after dro 
The ling'ring 


m the eye,” sig he, 
» My lov'd child! will bring me nearer thee.” 
en first he roam his dog wit anxi 
is wand” rings watch'd 
In vain the faithful brut 
n vain the sorrower 80 


said; 


soon they found : 


k supply: 
rinth it led, 
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an evening bed. 
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This course the sage forbade. Feeling for all 

Had he, and mourn'd his fellow-creature's fall. 

He was, in 800th, the gentlest of his kind, 

And, though a hermit, had a social mind: 

% And why,” said he, must man subsist by prey? 
Why stop yon melting music on the spray ? 
Why, when assail'd by hounds and hunter's cry, 
Must half the harmless race in terrors fly ? 

Why must we work of innocence the woe ? 

Still shall this bosom throb, these eyes o'erflow ; 
A heart too tender here, from man, retires, 


A heart that aches, if but a wren expires.” 
Thus liv'd the master good, the servant true, 7 
Til to its God the master's spirit flew ; | T 
Beside a fount which daily water gave, T 
Stooping to drink, the hermit found a grave; Cl 
All in the running stream his garments spread, A: 


And dark damp verdure ill conceal d his head. 

The faithful servant from that fatal day 

Woatch'd the lov'd corse, and hourly pin'd away: 

His head upon his master's cheek was found, 

While the obstructed water mourn'd — 
ratt. 
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THE SMALL-POX, 
A Town Eclogue. 


The wretched Flavia on her couch reclin'd, 
Thus breath'd the anguish of a wounded mind: 
A glass revers'd in her right hand she bore, 
For now she shunn'd the face she sought before. 
* How am I chang'd ? alas! how am I grown ? 
A frightful spectre, to myself unknown! 
Where's my complexion ? where my radiant bloom, 
That promis'd happiness for years to come? 
Then with what pleasure I this face survey'd; 
To look once more, my visits oft delay'd ! 
Charm'd with the view, a fresher red would rise, 
And a new life shot parking from my eyes ! 
Ah! faithless glass] my wonted bloom restore; 
Alas ! I rave, that bloom is now no more! 
The greatest good the gods on men bestow, 
Ev'n youth itself, to me is useless now. 
There was a time (oh! that I could forget !) 
When opera-tickets pour'd before my feet ; 
And at the ring, where brightest beauties shine, 
The earliest cherries of the spring were mine. 
Witness, O Lz/ly! and thou, Motteux, tell 
How much japan these eyes have made ye sell. 
With what contempt ye saw me oft despise 
The humble offer of the raffled prize; 
For at the raffle still each prize I bore, | 
With scorn rejected, or with triumph wore! 
Now beauty 's fled, and presents are no more! 
For me the patriot has the house forsook, 
And left debates to catch a passing look ; 
For me the soldier has soft verses writ ; 
For me the beau has aim'd to be a wit. 
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For me the wit to nonsense was betray'd ; 
The gamester has for me his dun delay'd, 
And overseen the card he would have play'd. 
The bold and haughty by success made vain, 
Aw'd by my eyes, have trembled to complain : 
The baskful 'Squire touch'd by a wish — 
Has dar'd to speak with spirit not his own : 
Fir'd by one wish, all did alike adore ; 
Now beauty 's fled, and lovers are no more! 

As round the room I turn my weeping eyes, 
New unaffected scenes of sorrow rise! 
Far from my sight that killing picture bear, 
The face disfigure, and the canvas tear! 
That picture which with pride I us'd to show, 1 
The lost resemblance but upbraids me now. 


And thou, my toilette! where I oft have ate, F 
While hours unheeded pass'd in deep debate, M 
How curls should fall, or where a patch to place, A 
If blue or scarlet best became my face; 55 
Now on some happier nymph your aid bestow ; M 
On fairer heads, ye useless jewels glow ! 
No borrow'd lust re can my charms restore; w 
Beauty is fled, and dress is now no more! | w; 

Ye meaner beauties! I permit ye! shine; 1 
Go! triumph in the hearts that once were mine; ! The 
But *midst your triumphs with confusion know, | The 
*T is to my ruin all your arms ye owe. | Yeu 
Would pitying heav'n restore my wonted mein, ; My 1 


Ye $till might move unthought of, and unseen ; 
But oh! how vain, how wretched is the boast 
Of beauty faded, and of empire lost! 

What now is left but weeping, to deplore 
My beauty fled, and empire now no more |! 
Ye cruel chymists ! what withheld your aid ? 
Could no pomatums save a trembling maid ? 
How false and trifling is that art ye boast ; 
No art can give me back my beauty lost! 
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THE SMALL-POX, 

In tears, surrounded by my friends I lay, 
Mask'd o'er, and trembled at the sight - "ay 
Mirmelio came my fortune to deplore, 

(A golden-headed cane well carv'd he bore) 
Cordials, he cry'd, my spirits must restore! 
Beauty is fled, and spirit is no more! 

Galen, the grave; officious Squirt, was there, 
With fruitless grief, and unavailing care: 
Machaon too, the great Machaon, known 
By his red cloak and his superior frown ; 

And why, he cry'd, this grief and this despair ? 
You shall ds well, again be fair; 

Believe my oath; (with that an oath he swore) 
False was that oath : my beauty is no more 

Cease, hapless.maid ! no more thy tale pursue, 
Forsake mankind, and bid the world adieu ! 
Monarchs and beauties rule with equal sway ; 
All strive to serve, and glory to obey : 

Alike unpitied when depos'd they grow, 
Men mock the idol of their former vow. 

Adieu! ye parks !—in some obscure recess, 
Where gentle streams will weep at my distress, 
Where no false friend will in my grief take part, 
And mourn my ruin with a Joyful heart; 

There let me live in some deserted place, 

1 There hide in shades this lost inglorious face. 

1 Ye operas, circles, I no more must view! 

1 My toilctte, —— all the world adieu!“ 

? he Right Hon. Lady M. W. Montague. 
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ADDRESS TO POVERTY. 


T is not that look of anguish, bath'd in tears, 

O Poverty! thy haggard image wears, — 

*T is not those amid limbs, naked and bare 
To the bleak tempest's rains, or the keen air 

Of winter's piercing winds, nor the sad eye 
Imploring the small boon of Charity 

T is not the voice, Whose agonizing tale 

Might turn the purple cheek of grandeur pale, ſ 
Nor all that host of woes thou bring'st with thee, 
Insult, contempt, disdain, contumely, 

That bid me call the fate of those forlorn, 


Who *neath thy rude oppression sigh and mourn : 7 
But chief, relentless pow'r! thy hard controul 1 
Which to the earth bends low th' aspiring soul; F 
Thine iron grasp, thy fetters drear, which bind 
Each gen'rous effort of the struggling mind ! P. 
Alas! that genius, melancholy flow'r, N. 
Scarce op' ning yet to ev'ning's nurt' ring show'r, He 
Should by thy pitiless and cruel doom, | An 
Wither, ere nature smiles upon her bloom; | Mz 
That Innocence, touch'd by the dead'ning wand Are 
Should pine, nor know one outstretch'd guard ian hand! Less 
For this, O Poverty ! _— them I 8igh, Free 
The helpless victims of thy tyranny ! 
4 I call > th — of those severe, — N 
Who wander mid thy haunts, and pine unheeded , pig ; 
there! i wan 
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1 Will any paper match him? yes, throughout, 


IThe retail PoL1T1cian's anxious thought 
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PAPER, 


Some wit of old—such wits of old there were, 
Whose hints shew'd meaning; whose allusions, care; 
By one brave stroke, to mark all human kind, 
Call'd clear blank paper every infant mind 

When still as op'ning sense her dictates wrote 

Fair virtue put a seal, or vice a blot. 

The thought was happy, pertinent, and true 
Methinks a genius might the plan pursue. 

I, (can you pardon my presumption?) 1, 

No wit, no genius, yet for once will try. 


Various the papers, various wants preduce, 
The wants of fashion elegance, and use: 
Men are as various; and, if right I scan, 
Each sort of paper represents some man. 


Pray note the For—half powder and half lace, 
Nice as a bandbox were his dwelling- place; 
He 's the Ct Paper, which apart you store, 
And lock from vulgar hands in the *scritoire. 


Mzcnanics, SERVANTS, FARMERS, and so forth, | 
Are Copy Paper of inferior worth; | 
Less priz'd, more useful, for your desk decreed, 

Free to all pens, and prompt at ev*ry need, 


| 
| 
The wretch whom Av' RICE bids to pinch and spare, 
Starve, cheat, and pilfer, to enrich an heir, 

Is Coarse Brown Paper, such as pedlars chuse, 

To wrap up wares which better men will use. 


Take next the M1sz R's contrast, who destroys 
Health, fame, and fortune, in a round of joys. 


He's a true Sinking Paper, past all doubt. 


Deems this side always right, and that stark nought; 
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He foams with censure, with applause he raves, 
A dupe to rumours, and a tool of knaves; 
He'll want no type his weakness to proclaim, 
While such a thing as Foolscap has a name. 


The hasty GENTLEMAN, whose blood runs high, 
Who picks a quarrel, if you step 77 

Who cann't a jest, a hint, or look endure: 

What is he? Why, Touch-paper, to be sure. 


What are our Porrs, take them as they fall, 

Good, bad, rich, poor, much read, not read at all ? 
Them and their works in the same class you 'Il find, 
They are the mere Waste Paper of mankind, 


Observe the MaipxN, innocently sweet; 

She 's fair White Paper, an unsullied sheet, 

On which the happy man, whom fate ordains, 
May write his name and take her for his pains. 


One instance more, and only one I'll bring; 
T is the GREAT Man, whoscorns a little thing; 
Whose thoughts, whose deeds, whose maxims are his 
own, 
Form'd on the feelings of his heart alone: 
True genuine Royal Paper is his breast, 
Of all the kinds most precious, purest, best. 
Ben. Franklin, 
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Again thy Harriot thou 'lt undo, 
For Harriot's life is wrapt in thine: 
Had I ten thousand wrongs endur'd, 
Aud that lov'd cheek one tear let fall, 
That single tear each pang had cur'd; 
—Ons tender sigh would expiate all. 

HE, 
O spurn me !—case thy heart with steel 
Give just resentment all its force; 
Nor by such kindness let me feel 
The torture of severe remorse. 
Why in life's early happy day, 
When health and joy gave means to bless; 
Why did I heedless turn away 
From her who lov'd to such excess ? 

SHE. 
Lament no more, my bosom'd friend; 
Thy errors past, thy cares should cease; 
Corroding thought awhile suspend, 
And nurtur'd hope shall beam with peace; 
Thy kind thy gentle Harriot sues,— 
Clings round thy arm with fond caress : 
Nature will ev'ry fault excuse, 
And sweetly pardon love's excess. 

HE, 
Too tender, too relenting fair! 
My fault can never be forgot ; 
Unpitying love would scorn my prayer ; 
And 1njur'd Nature owns me not; 
When 1n the fond ingenuous hour, 
Thy native tenderness was shewn, 
How did I meanly sport with pow'r, 
Betray thy love and shame my own, 

SHE, 
Hear me, thou persevering man! 
Hear what thy Harriot firmly swears— 
If courted death must be thy plan, 
Remember, 't will but prelude her's; 
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Here will she wait thy final doom— 
Then drench'd in tears, and desp'rate grown, 
Stretch'd o'er thy corse, in life's first bloom, 
Forget thy love, and end her own, 
HE, 
Lend me thy aid to combat fate; 
For thy dear sake I Il strive to live; 
Draw near me, —help, oh! tis too late — 
Take the last kiss I now can give: 
Wan is that cheek you oft have press'd, 
And dim those eyes you lov'd so well; 
And the hard pang that rends my breast, 
My faltering tongue can scarcely tell. 
SUB. 
Here—on this bosom rest thy head— 
Speak—look on me—and breathe once more. 
His pulse is still-—oh God! he 's dead 
Fate, do thy worst, —the conflict 's o'er ! 
Arley. 
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ALLEN AND ELLA, 


On the banks of that chrystaline stream 
Where Thames oft his current delays, 

And charms more than poets ean dream, 
In his Richmond's bright villa surveys; 


Fair Ella, of all the gay throng, 
The fairest that Nature had seen, 
Now drew ev'ry shepherd along, 
From the day she first danc'd on the green. 


Ah! boast not of beauty's fond power, 
For short is the triumph, ye fair! 

Not fleeter the bloom of each flower, 
And hope is but gilded despair. 


His affection each swain now, behold, 
By riches endeavours to prove; 


Love, Marriage. 
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But Ella still cries, „what is gold, 
Or wealth when compar'd to his love ? 


Yes, Allen! together we'll wield 
Our sickles in summer's bright day; 

Together we il lease o'er the field, 
And smile all our labours away: 


In winter I Il winnow the wheat, 

As it falls from thy flail on the ground ; 
That flail will be music so sweet, 

When thy voice in the labour is drown'd.“ 


How oft would he speak of his bliss! 
How oft would he call her his maid ! 

And Allen would seal with a kiss 
Ev'ry promise and vow that he said. 


But hark ! o'er the grass-level land 
The village bells sound on the plain; 

False Allen this morn gave his hand, 
And Ella's fond tears are all vain. 


Sad Ella too soon heard the tale, 

Too soon the sad cause she was told; 
That his was a nymph of the vale; 

That he broke his fond promise for gold. 


As she walk'd by the margin so green, 
Which befringes the sweet river's side, 
How oft was she languishing seen! 
How oft would she gaze on the tide ! 


By the clear river, then, as she sate 
Which reflected herself and the mead, 
Awhile she bewept her sad fate, 5 
And the green turf still pillow'd her head. 


6 There, there l—is it Ella I see? 
»Tis Ella, the lost, undone maid ! 
Ah! no; 't is some Ella like me, 
Some bapless young virgin betray'd! 


ALLEN AND ELLA. 
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Like me she has sorrow'd and wept; 
Like me she has fondly believ'd : 
Like me her true promise she kept; 
Like me, too, is justly deceiv'd. 
I come, dear companion in grief! 
Gay scenes and fond pleasures adieu! 
I come! and will gather relief 
From bosoms so chaste and so true. 


Like you I have mourn'd the long night 
And wept out the day in despair: 
Like you I have banish'd delight, 
And bosom'd a friend in my care. 


Ye meadows, 80 lovely, farewell ! 
Your velvet still Allen shall tread, 

All deaf to the sound of that knell 
Which tolls for his Ella when dead. 


Your wish will, too sure, be obey'd; . 
For Allen her loss shall bemoan ; 
Soon, soon, shall poor Ella be laid 
Where her heart shall be cold as your own. 


Then, twin'd in the arms of that fair, 

Whose wealth has been Ella's sad fate, 
As, together, we draw the free air, 

And a thousand dear pleasures relate 
If chance, o'er my turf as ye tread, 

Ye dare to affect a fond sigh, 


The primrose will sbrink her pale head, 
And the violet languish and die, 


Ah! weep not, fond maid! 't is in vain; 


3 Like the tears that you lend to the stream: 
: Tears are lost in that watery plain, 


And your sighs are all lost upon him.“ 
Scarce echo had gather'd the sound 
But she plung*d from her grass-springing bed: 
B 
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The liquid stream parts to the ground, 

And the mirror clos'd over her head. 


The swains of the village at eve, 

| Oft meet at the dark spreading yew; 

There wonder how man could deceive 
A bosom so chaste and so true. 


| With garlands of every flow'r 
| (Which Ella herself should have made) 
| They raise up a short living bow'r ; 
And, sighing, cry © peace to her shade!“ 
Then, hand lock'd in hand, as they move 
The green-plotting hillock around, 
They talk of poor Ella, and love, 
And moisten with tears the fresh ground ; 


i Nay, wish they had never been born 
i; Or liv'd the sad moment to view, 
N When Allen could thus be forsworn, 
7 And his Ella could still be so true. 
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RONDEAU. 


Cease a while, ye winds! to blow, 

Cease, ye ruder streams | to flow; 

Hush'd be ev'ry ruder noise; 

L long to hear my lover's voice. 

Here s the brook, the rock, the tree, 

Hark ! a sound! I think "tis he: 

I is not he, yet night comes on; 

Where 's my lovely wanderer gone ? 

Loud I'll speak to make bim hear: 

'T is I who call, — my love !--my dear! 

The time is come; why this delay ? 

Alas! my wanderer 's lost his way | 
— 


ON VALENTINE'S DAY. 
To a Friend. 


Tho' blooming shepherds hail the day 
With love, the subject of each lay, 
Yet friendship tunes my artless song, 
To thee the grateful themes belong. 


Strephon, I never will repine, 

Tho? destin'd not thy valentine; | 
O'er friendship's nobjer heights we'll rove, 
Nor heed the soft'ning voice of love, | 


Strangers to passion's tyrant reign, 
Careless, we'll range the happier plain, 
Where all those calmer joys will prove, 
Which wait sublime platonic love. 


Yet I'll allow a future day, 

When friendship must at last give way; 
When thou forgetful shalt resign 

The maid who wrote this valentine. 


Think not, my friend, I dream of lova 

This with some happier maid thou *lt prove; 
Friendship alone is my design 

In this officious valentine. 


Yet, when that victor God shall reign, 
And canker'd friendship quits the plain, 
This gentle whisper captive take, 
'T will all thy former — wake. 
But if its pleadings you deny, 
And fain would have remembrance die, 
Then to devouring flames consign 
My toe ill-fated valentine, 
Ann Yearsley. 
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A WISH. 


fn these uncertain transient scenes below, 

Where hopes and fears alternate ebb and flow; 

Where joys in prospect charm the ravish'd eye, 

But in fruition fade or wholly die ; 

Where each by various whims and passions tost, 

In puzzling mazes frequently are lost ; 

Grant me the blessing of one faithful friend, 

On whom with confidence I may depend : 

Of soul sincere, in useful knowledge wise, 

Prepar'd in time of grief to sympathise; 

Her mind like sunshine of the brightest day 

To glad the heart and praise the genial ray; 

Who has no thought which friendship need conceal, 

Ore'er a secret purpose would reveal; 

Warp'd by no passion, private end or fame, 

Alike our int*rests and our minds the same. 

Ye virtuous few ! of sympathetic soul, 

Whose inbred. worth all selfish ends controul ; 

Who freely can, without reserve, impart 

Each jyen'rous impule rising in the heart. 

As through this vale of misery we go, 

May we the sweets of tender friendship know! 

And grant me, pow'rs, out of your ample store, 

Health, peace, one faithful friend, I ask no more. 
—— = 
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